THE DEUX-VILLES THEATRE

of Wilner's contracts, an actor, if he received a salary of two hunired
francs or more, was obliged, in a piece played in modern dress, &> pay
for his clothes himself.

The auditorium of the Deux-Villes theatre was circular, handsome
and classical., with its gilded stucco, its red velvet lining the fronts of
boxes and balconies, and its high, domed ceiling. Edouard Wilner liked
to recount the origin of the theatre's name.

"At the time of the Directoire there were two actors of the name of
Deville..."

For the moment the rows of seats were covered with long dust-sheets;
the great building was slumbering in the dusty penumbra of the begin-
ning of the world; only the stage was faintly lit with a dawn-like yellow.
The scene was not set, and props, footlights and pieces of scenery were
visible.

The tall silhouette of Edouard Wilner moved silently up the auditor-
ium. A stall creaked in the middle of the second row. The old god had
sat down on the edge of night to shape his new creatures.

Esther Maugard and Jacques de Simur, in the persons of Sylvainfc
Dual and her opposite number Romain Dalraas, were rehearsing a
transition scene.

Dalmas had to speak a long, bitter tirade and, sustained by his resent-
ment at his false rise, he spoke it well.

"Good; that's absolutely right," thought Wilner.

While Simur was speaking, Esther had to move from a chair to a
nearby sofa, without taking her eyes off her partner.

From where he was sitting Wilner could see Sylvaine Dual's thighs
under her tailored skirt.

"That child's got pretty thighs," he thought. "Made for pleasure."
And he shouted: "Begin again!" and he thought: "And to think that
on the night of the dress rehearsal I shall have to put all the deaf old
men in the first three rows and that they'll have the advantage of
them . .. Oh well! It's a consolation one can well afford to give them."
His gaze became more concentrated,

"Is that all right, Maitre?" Dalmas asked.

"Yes ... not quite... Try to put more irony into 'How boring to
hear someone talk of love when one no longer loves!' And you, Dual,
do your move again.

" Obsessive.. . obsessive as the flowers on the wallpaper of a strange
room... Well! Is that good or not? In any case it won't serve for
thighs. But it might do for something else?"

He took a notebook from his pocket and, on the chance, made a note
of the simile which had just come into his mind. Then he said: "Well,
my dear Romain, it was better the first time. You must do it as you did
it then."
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